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a white flag But the German grenades did not spare them either
The cross that I had drawn in sand on Scholar's grave was still clearly marked.
We dragged our heavy steps, lea\ ing a trad of Andrew's blood behind Each step for one man who had died figfct-ing here Sparrow .. and Yanosik. and Scholar, . the youngest of all, Marek... Piotr, with a bullet in his ear, handsome Lieutenant Jeremi, Sweeper's second in command, after Zoch*,. Stefan...Jan..,Leon...Hen-ryk...Podecha...2foik...The roll call of the dead was endless.
Suddenly it sounded as if someone were singing in this wailing crowd* But could it be? I leaned forward to see The words of Rota now reached me clearly, sung at the top of a woman's voice. I saw her walking up Obozna Street, carrying a small child in her arms Tears blurred my eyes. I wiped them off. The child lay queerly in her mother's embrace She was dead. Her head was hanging precariously from her frail body, having been almost completely severed The mother marched on, unconscious of fear or pain, singing
"They wiU never trample w down, Or make our children German We Witt rise agwnt The Spmt will lead us *
"Stop her!* someone shouted. But it was too late. *Ebe woman ran up to the German tank still singing the song of defiance She hurled the dead body of her child at a German. Then she fell. A grenade had killed her.
A shower of grenades sprayed Obozna Street People stood motionless, speechless, fixed to the ground, froaea in their horror.
The German butts came down heavily on our